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TALES FROM ESTRUS 


Q FO UR MON STER BANDS!—FOUR MONSTER CUTS! 

£ - T/^LIS 


7" ep bound with an 8-page 
comic. Features Nightkings, 
Marble Orchard, The Ultra-5 
and The Mummies. Ltd. ed. 
ES710 ( RED WAX) $5.00 ppd. 

ON THE ROCKS! 


7" ep features unreleased cuts 
from Mono Men, Game For 
Vultures and Marble Orchard. 
Estrus Crust Special Edition. 
ES710 (GOLD WAX)$4.00 ppd 

JOIN THE CRUST 


Get the next six limited edition 
Estrus Crust Club 7" singles 
and a bonus autographed 
Marble Orchard 7 " for $20.00 
($25 Canada/$30 Foreign). 
Upcoming Crust singles... 
Prisonshake,Phantom 
Surfers,Mono Men, Untamed 
Youth and Rocket Scientists. 

MONO MEN CD OUT NOW 

Full album with 3 extra tracks 
Limited GOLD DISC $12.00 ppd. 


Estrus Records PO Bos 2125 
Bellingham W.A. 98227 USA 




r e c o r d s 

FREE & CLEAR 

Beginning in February, New Alliance will 
press three different seven inch singles on 
clear vinyl. No other pressings will be done 
and the records will be available on a while- 
they-last basis only. The artists will be: 
Rudolph Grey, Solomon Grundy and Sproton 
Layer. Each purchase of any New Alliance EP, 
LP, CA or CD at a regular price entitles you 
to one of these singles, until they’re gone. 
Clear vinyl singles alone cost $3.00. TO 
RECEIVE FREE SINGLES, YOU MUST MENTION 
THIS OFFER WITH YOUR ORDER. 

NOW AVAILABLE 


RUDOLPH GREY - "Implosion 73" 
The latest offering from this 
New York improv guitar wizard 
and composer features 
former Coltrane drummer 
Rashied Ali, and production 
from Thurston Moore. 

Out 2/26/91 


UPCOMING 
SOLOMON GRUNDY, SPROTON LAYER 

Not available yet — please wait for announcement 
of release before ordering. 

ALSO AVAILABLE 


SOLOMON GRUNDY - 
Solomon Grundy St mim¬ 
ing Tree. Van Conner, and 
band deliver hard rock 
with hooks and nary a 
cliche In sight. 


PURPLE OUTSIDE - 
Mystery Lane Psychedelic 
solo selections from 
Screaming Tree, Gary Lee 
Connor. 


LP/CA $7.50 CD $12.00 

Spend $20.00 or more on anything in the 
New Alliance catalog and receive the just 
finished New Alliance T-Shirt, with the label 
logo splattered in blue across a white shirt, 
for free. FREE SHIRT ORDERS MUST MENTION 
THIS OFFER and be postmarked by 7/31/91. 
Shirts alone cost $10.00. All orders postpaid 
in the USA. California residents please add 
6.75°/o sales tax. Foreign orders please write 
for postage rates. Free catalogs available. 

NEW ALLIANCE RECORDS, P.0. BOX 1389, LAWNDALE, CA 902S0 
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SUPERDOPE 

NOTE.—** 520 Frederick Street, Box 33 NOTE 

San Francisco, CA 94117 


From The Editor —I think we've really hit upon a novel idea: a publication 
about independent rock bands, with reviews and interviews and the like—I really 
appreciate your being a part of it. This is the first issue of SUPERDOPE—the 
focus is quality r&r present and past, from the Velvet Underground to Void to 
Venom P. Stinger, from the Electric Eels to Scientists to Thinking Fellers 
Union, from the Sonics to the MC5 to the Plugz to Claw Hammer. Goddamn name 
dropper. To those few who were expecting an interview with Deniz Tek, it 
couldn't happen in time for my bogus deadline because he was in Houston 
recording, but next issue... there'11 be a mammoth Kim Cooper-scribed Q&A session 
with Deniz Tek and Angie Pepper about Radio Birdman, Detroit, Sydney, The 
Passengers, The Stooges, The Hitmen, you name it man, it's the be-all and end- 
all. Additional copies (ha!) are $1.79—the address is all over. That's all I 
need to say. Thank you very very much.Jay 


SUPERDOPE #1 


SUPERDOPE is a registered trademark of Womb Enterprises. SUPERDOPE publishes 0-4 
times per year. Back issues (none yet)/additional copies available for $1.79 from 
520 Frederick Street, Box 33, San Francisco CA 94117. Any use of the accounts or 
descriptions of this game without the express written consent of the announcers and 
this station is strictly prohibited. 
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all reviews by Jay Hinman 


TRUNK/VANILLA WHORES 12/1/90 Morty's, San Francisco 
Vanilla Whores.,.60's fuzz/buzz trash punk from San 
Mateo (!), replete w/ Davey Jones-lookalike singer. More 
than a little reverant for their "scene” but thankfully only the 
singer looked the part. Diversionary, and that's about it. Only 
got to see 5 or 6 Trunk songs because my driver was getting 
fidgety...what I saw was pretty cool and I may be coming 
fully around to these guys. Twisted pop a la Mission Of Burma 
(no "Mica” this time though). I still think the singer sounds 
like that guy that sang for The Call (ahem!!) when he gets 
excited (jesus, maybe it's him). They've got a couple of big 
ticket shows in the coming weeks & I'll tell you all about it. 

THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282/SHIT HOWDY 
12/7/90 Gilman Street, Berkeley 

Shit Howdy: Distortion and guitar effects. Soul Asylum. 
Dreadlocks. Thank you very much. Now: the Thinking Fellers 
Union. Here's the proverbial "you're going to be hearing a lot 
about this band" band, and don't think they don't deserve it. 
There should be a new LP out on Matador right about the time 
you read this. The show: another great one from one of the 
only locals who know how. They clang and ching and 
whoosh at all the right times (albeit at the most unexpected) 
and pound their way through 45-minute sets that leave me 
able only to gasp "Thank you". All 3 guitars + bass are 
hurrying through the same collosal drone, and then 
everything will just break down-about 30 seconds later the 
pieces start coming together, building, building, bang—end 
of song. And that’s just one soon. I'm sure, to-be-released 
number that for me is currently titleless. Makes you even 
forgive them for singing in kooky voices sometimes. 


SNAKE RIVER/HOVERCRAFT 12/8/90 6th St. Rendezvous, 
San Francisco 

Got kicked in the leg on the walk over by a young man who 
exclaimed "Get the fuck off my TURF" but it might have been 
"Give me that Negative Approach SHIRT", I'm not sure. 
Headliners Youth Gone Mad didn't show, and everyone cried 
in their beers about it all night. This was Hovercraft's 3rd 
show, first w/ new bass player Chris, and if their intricasies 
didn't come full throttle it certainly wasn't his fault. All 3 
musicians are obviously well-trained at what they do, and 
when they put it together somewhat cohesively they shine in 
an off-kilter pop/jazz mode. They seem to sacrifice dynamics 
for something a little out of their collective reach at times, 
but Hovercraft are young, they're hungry & will get better w/ 
time and w/o line-up changes. Snake River are somewhat new 
in S.F. by way of Lansing, MI—their Nice Strong Arm-ish set 
was OK but not all that compelling. Maybe the fact that there 
were 12 bored people there had nothing to do with it. I found 
myself staring at the Pinbot machine way more than I wanted 
to. 

THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282/TRUNK 12/16/90 
Covered Wagon, San Francisco 

Trunk were celebrating the release of their new LP and they 
more or less played it straight through-their brand of 
cluttered pop takes all sorts of happy turns and kind of creeps 
its way into your noggin rather than attacking it, and they're 
better at it every time I see them. This was also the first time 
I've seen them receive the crowd response they deserved. 
We re all real proud of them. The great thing about the 
Thinking Fellers Union Local 282 (or rather one of the fine 
things about them) is you're really not sure which 
manifestation is going to show up—about 9 months ago at the 
I-Beam they played like art-damaged no wavers (a little 
offputting at first but hearing those songs later made me 
realize what an extensive backcatalog they've got); last time 



THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 photo by Nicole Penegor 
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THE DUJRRUES 


at the Covered Wagon they were punk rock on wheels, and 
with the Dust Devils a few months ago they pulled out all the 
stops for a last-minute, thrown together show & added strings 
& horns & 3 black female backing vocalists and did 
something like 12 Wlii t wnnlw Gargoyles covers. 

Anyway, tonight they were a little of everything and on fire 
as usual—the V-neck tall-as-a-man bass came out, as did the 
violin, & we were treated to a Residents and a Caroliner 
Rainbow Chicken n' Stars Hole-In-One cover. The kids 
howled for "Sister Hell" but they didn't get it this time. Loud, 
ringing, controlled anarchy from a band that can do little 
wrong. 

DWARVES/PLAID RETINA 12/21/90 Gilman Street, 
Berkeley 

Beyond reprehensible-that was the consensus on prog- 
wank Plaid Retina tonight, and jeez. I'd heard they were the 
"best band on Lookout Records". What, better than Stikky? A 
trip to the liquor store for escape was an experiment in horror 
as it was the coldest night of the last 30 years, that's right, 17 
degrees. Dwarves are still the most entertaining 12 minutes in 
rock and roll, but even I'm getting a little tired of their 
schtick. They need to blow up a goat or something to top 
where they're at now, but here's the lowdown: 10 songs, 
uncontrolled drug lunacy from guitarist He-Who-Cannot-Be- 
Named; incredible posing from king Salt Peter; a "Blag The 
Ripper/Satan Is A Friend Of Mine" medley; "Fuck You Up And 
Get High", 1990's feel-good song of the year, and a 
backwards show-ending dive into the drumset. 

SEEMEN/THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 1-5-91 
6th Street Rendezvous, San Francisco 

How could one see the Thinking Fellers Union live and not 
be chomping at the bit...I saw their faces and now I'm a 
believer. Tonight was oldies night so we got "Keeps 
Repeating", "Sports Car" and "Sister Hell" from the LP. The 
star-struck crowd stagedove and got in fights. San Francisco 
feels good again. Next up were Texas' Seemen, who drove 
everyone away with performance art noise better suited for a 
campus die-in than a punk rock club. 

STEEL POLE BATH TUB/IOWA BEEF EXPERIENCE 1-6-91 
Covered Wagon, San Francisco 

The Warlock Pinchers were supposed to open tonight but I 
knew the cards were shuffled correctly when they bailed and 
Iowa Beef Experience surprisingly stepped in—a hot & tight 
beer-fueled Midwest juggernaut, somwhat akin to Killdozer's 


first LP played even peppier. Apparently they packed up & 
drove to Club Chameleon to play another set immediately 
thereafter. Now I've seen the "Pole" 6 times before this, 
always as an opener at the Kennel Club or I-Beam and always 
with a feeling of wanting-to-like, I mean. I've tried to give 
them the benefit of the doubt enough times but they've always 
been utterly boring and cliched in the worst "louder is better" 
sort of way. But I knew there was something there anyway & 
that just maybe a small club would bring it out and Lordy, I 
was almost right. They didn't look half as stupid as normal 
bobbing & weaving all over, and they cranked out layered, 
semi-structured, almost ambient noise, bringing me to a half¬ 
boogie. And they even did Claw Hammer's "Gut Feeling". 

PHANTOM SURFERS/SHOCKWAVES 1-29-91 Paradise 
Lounge, San Francisco 

Surf night South of Market and I was ready to hang ten with 
the until-tonight unheard Phantom Surfers—Shockwaves are a 
proficient local trio (w/ Frank, ex-Los Olvidados) steeped in 
Dick Dale/Jon & The Nightriders chops, executed cleanly if a 
little too formally--a good bar rock band, let's say that. 
Phantom Surfers rode in from who knows where and did 
esssentially the same thing but w/ loads more crowd-pleasing 
gimmicks, and yes, they were pleased . Screaming Mummies 
fans in 60's garb say "yeah!". I was impressed—this band 
knew how to throw a party the right way and that's important- 
-they will soon have further vinylization via Estrus, how bout 
that. 

THE DWARVES/SCREAMING BLOODY MARYS/ 
SKUNK WEED 2-3-91 Club Chameleon, San Francisco 

I think you can probably guess Skunkweed's angle just by 
the name, they threw out "buds" to the audience but by that 
time (after the first song) I was disgusted enough w/ their SF 
boogie-metal that I continued with preparations for the 
Dwarves' appearance at the bar. The Screaming Bloody Marys 
are to the Dwarves what, say. The Gargoyles are to the Dead 
Boys: right again, a pale imitation. Except that they don't 
have 1/10th the contrived tough-attitude the Gargoyles have, 
but I guess I was comparing them to the Dwarves. Dwarves are 
gold in a tiny club like this—they rushed through "It's Your 
Party (Die If You Want To)", which was the first time in years 
I'd seen them do any songs off "Toolin'", and a few others 
before leaving the stage a wreck. It’s not going to last much 
longer but they're still right up there. 

(continued on Pg. 20) 
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Please... 


CLAW HAMMER 

.. .don't hurt 'em 



Interviewed January 1991 via San Francisco/Long Beach postal connection. 


SUPERDOPE: Jay Hinman 


CLAW HAMMER: 

Chris Bagarozzi-guitar, vocals 
Bob Lee-drums 
Jon Wahl-guitar, vocals 
Rob Walther-bass 


SD: Now that the word CLAW HAMMER is being used in sentences like, "yeah, they're good but not as good as CLAW 
HAMMER, what can the future bring? Should we get ready for the big letdown? 

Chris: Huh? 

Jon: What can the future bring? We are preparing for our second album. It's going to be bigger, louder and harder than the 
first one. We're very excited. A tentative title is "Claw Hammer vs. Ramwhale". (Inspired by the little kid, Evan Baker, who 
did the artwork on the Poor Robert EP). It should be about eight or nine songs. As for the question about a letdown, if you 
consider the fact that three of the songs on the upcoming second L.P. are about masturbation a letdown, then you have one 
helluva letdown on the way.... 

Bob: Well, eventually one or more of us is going to die, which will be something of a letdown. 

SD: Your music is some of the most accomplished, varied and proficient I've heard from a raw, loud MC5-inspired band yet— 
maybe since the 5 themselves. Do you try to keep it at some kind of punk rock ethos and tame any otherworldly, 
exploratory impulses or is song writing a case of whatever happens, happens? 



Jon: Good question. We don't really do any taming, as it were. I, for one, am a big fan of 
rockabilly and may slip in a little "hie" riff every now and then, but I have no desire to rewrite 
"Be Bop A Lula”. This is how it works: Claw Hammer is a no-compromise type of band, and I 
love it that way. You basically have four guys, two guitars, one bass, three amps, a P.A. and a 
drum set in a room or on a stage and the option to play as loud, weird, or hard on. these 
instruments as you want (or can) without being redundant. I've been in bands previous to this 
where there was a lot of compromising and I always looked to different outlets; different people 
to play with. In this band, though, I look forward to the next gig or recording. 

Rob\ Claw Hammer is a live band. The songs have been written to get a reaction from drunk 
people at dive rock & roll clubs/bars in Los Angeles (namely the members of the band). When I 
go to a club I want to hear music that can keep my attention and get me EXCITED! Too much of 
a good thing can be not a good thing any more, that's why I think many of our songs have 
dramatic drop-out breaks and radical changes in temps and riffage, and that's where the band 
members' "otherworldly" influences are placed (and I'm not talking about The 3 O'Clock). I 
personally am most influenced by bop jazz of the mid- to late 50’s as well as the classics. 

Bob'. We feel very free to do whatever sounds right. The only "ethos" we subscribe to is 
INTENSITY. If it makes us dizzy, we leave it in. Why tame anything? 

Chris: Thanks for the compliment. We write stuff we like, period. Whether it be punk rock or 
otherworldly matters not. We don't subscribe to any ethos but our own. 

SD: So you've got 5 7" singles out on 3 different labels now. Is that a convenient format for 
you? Are things pretty amicable as far as splitting them up between Sympathy and Trigon go—I 
mean, who gets the best stuff? 

Rob: I think the point at first was just to put out as much as we could. There was no master plan. 
In fact since all of our songs sound much different live there was really no way to know if the 
songs were going to be "best" when they were recorded. I think it has worked out pretty well 
between the labels. 

Chris: So far, whichever label wanted a single would get one. No conflicts to speak of. 
Sympathy has been wonderfully supportive and is a swell outfit. 

Bob: Whoever asks first. Actually, whoever wants to pay for studio time first. 

Jon: So far, there have been absolutely no contracts-that's very convenient. We haven’t 
planned it that way, though, we've just been taking this thing record by record. We seem to be 
getting closer to some kind of contract, and that's a little scary...Who gets the best stuff? I'm 
not exactly sure how to answer that one. A lot of the stuff is being released because it's been 
• recorded and is just sitting around. For instance, in Feb. of '87 we recorded our first ever stuff 

for the Trigon "Gimme The Keys" comp. That was “Self Destruct", "Bullet In My Head" and 
"Moonlight On Vermont". The first two made it on vinyl because "Moonlight" was too long. 
Trigon really wanted to release "Moonlight" and asked us to come in and record a flip side, so 
we recorded two more new songs, namely "Sick Fish Belly Up" and "Brother Brick Says". We 
| chose "Sick Fish" as the A-side. Then "Brother Brick" was sitting around unreleased...and there 

are even more of these as we speak... 

SD: Your covers on the latest Sympathy double 7" were all originally done in the mid- to late- 
70's. Were these formative years for the individual members of the band? 

Bob: My first "punk rock" record purchases were Radio Ethiopia and Q:Are We Not Men... 
when I was ten, in 1978. I'd still say I was "forming" at age ten, sure. 

Rob: I was in grade school in the mid to late seventies so they were definitely formative years. 
Unfortunately I listened to Aerosmith almost exclusively. The first Patti Smith song I ever 
heard was "Because The Night”, on FM radio. I thought it sucked! 

Chris: I would imagine. When I was a kid I was listening to anything I liked. Sabbath to Eno to 
AC/DC. But there is a special fondness for late 70's punk for sure. 

Jon: Yes, for me those were formative years. I didn't even touch a guitar until after my first five 
or so punk rock shows in the late 70's. Then I wanted to assist in that cacaphony. I hope I still 
am. 



CLAW HAMMER 

brother brick says... 



SD: There's talk that you really are going to cover the first DEVO album for cassette-only 
release. Fact or myth? Now that you've done Gordon Lightfoot's "Sundown", are there any 
plans to take on "The Wreck Of The Edmund Fitzgerald"? 

Jon: Fact. It was recorded Dec. 22 and went real smooth. It won't be cassette-only, though, as 
planned. We've opted for the vinyl thing. Release date for that? I haven't the foggiest fucking 
idea. Soon, though. The second album is taking precedence. As for the Gordon Lightfoot 
stuff...personally, I've never liked the Canuck or his songs, and it took some twisting of my 
arm to do that song. But I rather enjoy our rendition—it's real fun live. 

Chris: We plan to play many Gordon Lightfoot songs. 

Bob: No to "Ed". I've already heard the Butthole Surfers play that one. 

Rob: I wish Gordon Lightfoot had never recorded any of those shitty songs. 
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SD: You went on a short tour of the West Coast last fall—the 
first time you'd played anywhere north of Santa Barbara, am I 
right? Did people seem to know who you were? Any plans to 
share your gift with the rest of the country and/or world? 

Jon : Yes, last fall was the first time we'd ever gone north of 
Santa Barbara. The tour went really well. Every show we 
played there were at least a few people who knew us. Some 
shows there were lots, like Seattle and San Jose. We do have 
plans to tour the rest of the country, and there is a calling for 
it. Most of the fan mail we get is from the midwest and that 
part of Canada, and I think we'd get quite a reception out there. 
We've been talking about Europe but I think the gulf war 
might have serious repercussions on that. 

Bob'. We were very happy to see that at least one or two 
people in each town knew our records and were waiting for us 
to tour. Probably this fall we'll be able to take on the nation, 
once the 2nd LP is out for awhile. 

SD: 3 years ago or so you seemed to be considered part of an 
L.A. axis (probably nonexistant) somewhat based around or 
with the Lazy Cowgirls. I saw you play on some great bills 
then-does it seem like there's any kind of cohesive scene in 
Los Angeles you can allign yourselves with now, or do you 
feel pretty alone in doing what you do? 

Chris'. There was a period where a cohesive scene seemed to be 
developing but I don't know if it really existed. There were 
several bands that we seemed to play with a lot but only out of 
mutual respect & friendship rather than because of some sort 
of scene. 

Rob: I never thought we were part of any scene even three 
years ago. Lazy Cowgirls helped us out a lot, but their crowd 
didn't latch onto us. 

Jon: L.A. axis...I never thought about that. There is some 
kinda scene here, if that's what you call it. That's not really 
important, though. It seems to be an East Hollywood thing, 
based on various clubs in that cockroach-ridden part of 
Hollywood. Claw Hammer play quite a bit at clubs like Raji's, 
The Gaslight and The Shamrock (which we were banning for 
reasons we won't get into now), and for a while the Anti-Club. 
There is a cohesiveness in L.A. Bands support each other, 
which is important, very important, and sometimes there's a 
club that will assist. We aren't alone. 

Bob: I wasn't around 3 years ago so no comment Our "scene" 
in L.A. consists of about 4 clubs around Hollywood and a 
handful of bands trying to do their thing without 
intentionally alligning with some movement or other. L.A. 
is so full of costumed poseurs with "attitude" dripping off of 
them, there"s inevitably a backlash in favor of normal- 
looking but unique-sounding bands. I think when you take 
away that pretention of fitting into the hardcore scene or 
grunge scene or the psyche-garage scene you're that much 
closer to something that will stand up on its own. So maybe 
we're in the scene of people NOT in a "scene". I call it Dude 
rock, 'cause it's just dudes doing their things. 

SD: It took the Lazy Cowgirls a long time to attract the kind 
of crowd in L.A. they deserved, and now I hear the "new" 
Flesheaters are playing to almost-empty clubs across the 
city. Do you have a base of admirers who come to every 
show? Do you headline most shows? Is there generally a lot 
of bullshit to be dealt with to get a gig in L.A.? 

Bob: It's gotten a lot better for us in the last year, since the 
LP came out. We played between 4 and 7 local shows a month 
most of 1990, and inevitably people start to find out about 
you. But new and unheard-of bands do have a tough time of it. 
Unless you want to pay $600 to play the Roxy with glam 
bands, you’ll do a lot of Tuesday-night opening slots in front 
of your five friends before anyone will give you a good show. 
Sometimes a popular band will give their favorite unknowns 
opening spots, but unless you're a guarenteed draw, the clubs 
are largely closed to you. 

Jon: Claw Hammer have been headlining shows lately, maybe 
the last 9 months or so, and there's been quite a boost in the 


crowds lately. I think the Flipside cover has a lot to do with 
that. I still see people at our shows that I saw three years ago, 

I guess we are building a following. We get lots of support 
from local radio stations and the L.A. Weekly 's Scott 
Morrow. Is there generally a lot of bullshit in getting gigs in 
L.A.? Well, L.A. is a huge city and there are thousands of 
bands here. I think there is just as much bullshit here as 
anywhere else, I mean, what does it take to get a show? 
Submit a tape and bio to an obnoxious and usually drunk 
booking agent or club owner and wait your turn, or find 
another avenue like talking to bands that frequent the club. 
It's the same everywhere, just a fact of life. 

Chris: We have our fans. Most clubs suck like in any city. 
Some are cool. The best way to get a good show is from the 
support of other bands. Club bookers have little faith. It 
comes down to money—if your band proves it can draw people 
then clubs will book you. The Lazy Cowgirls helped us out a 
lot in the beginning. Now that we can pick bands to open for 
us we do the best we can but it is difficult at times. 

Rob: The "new" Flesheaters deserve to play almost-empty 
clubs. 

SD: Ever play to a totally hostile crowd filled with contempt 
for your brand of rock? Does anyone ever yell "play faster"? 
Rob: They don't yell "faster", but people always want us to 
play " louder ". 

Bob: No, but people have yelled "turn down!". Our most 
"hostile" crowds were at a Mexican bar near Dodger Stadium, 
where the Mexicans blanched at turning off the jukebox, and 
at a disco in Anaheim, where everyone just looked horrified 
and left. 

Jon: We've played to crowds that obviously don't like us, but 
their reaction was to back off. I've seen bands that were so 
awful and feeble that anyone could've walked up on stage and 
unplugged them without a fight. I think we intimidate non- 
appreciators.. .heh heh heh. Does anyone yell "play faster"? 
Yes, our drunken friends. 

Chris: Hostile crowds are better than indifferent ones. Sound 
men often tell us to turn down. They suck. 

SD: Who/what is "Poor Robert" about? 

Chris: "Poor Robert" is about Rob Walther and his secret life 
as a mouse. 

Rob: That song is about me because I'm such a rock n' roll 
stud, knockin' chicks up and breakin' their hearts. 

Jon: Poor Robert...well, years ago a friend and I ran into 
Larry Fischer (aka Wild Man Fischer) at a Denny's one night 
and the man rambled on and on, talking in circles. It was real 
funny. Every time my friend Danny would ask about Robert 
Arthur Williams, Larry would look down into his coffee, 
shake his head and say "Poor Robert. He's got a wife and kids, 
y'know...Do you think the Go-Go's are millionaires yet?...". 
And then he would sing "My Name Is Larry" and clear another 
part of the restaurant out. What a night. 

SD: Is that really Chris on the cover of the LP? 

Rob: Yes! Don't let anyone tell you otherwise! 

Chris: I'm not sure. 

Bob: Dunno. 

Jon: No. It's Chris' little bro', Dominique. Chris took the 
photo. 

SD: Bob, are you still drumming for CRAWLSPACE? Are you 
able to succesfully fit them in with Claw Hammer? Do they 
play live anymore? Any recording plans? 

Bob: Crawlspace just last week played our first live show 
since Labor Day '89. We do a lot of improvising now, which 
doesn't always translate well to a Hollywood rock club 
environment, and we're too lazy to seek out alternative 
venues. Mostly we give private audiences at our jam space. 
Forced Exposure just released a collaboration with 
Mooseheart Faith as a 7", and we'll be recording our 2nd LP in 
March. Since we only play once a week, on Sunday 


afternoons, I don't have much trouble coordinating the two 
bands. 

SD: Chris, it looks like there's a new blitzkrieg of SACRED 
MIRACLE CAVE product out or on the way. Is S.M.C. going 
to remain a studio-only project? Sacred Miracle Cave has been 
said to exist to feed certain individual members’ Spacemen 3 
fixations. I hear the man who calls himself "Sonic Boom” 
took an interest after hearing the first 7". The 2nd 7" sounds 
very little like the first. What do you do in S.M.C. that you 
don't/can't do in Claw Hammer? 

Chris: Sonic Boom put out our first 7" single on his own 
label in the UK. We sent him the artwork that we wanted but 
he didn't like it or he lost it or something and when he sent us 
the finished cover it was a picture of fucking POT. A big color 
photo from High Times magazine of marijuana buds. Big 
gnarly green pot buds. Totally fucking stupid! I couldn't 
believe it! He must have thought it was cool or something. 
The cover is so ludicrous that it's hysterical. Anyway I get to 
play more guitar solos in SMC than in Claw Hammer. As a 
matter of fact on some songs I don't do anything but play 
guitar solos, but SMC has trouble staying together because 
we all hate each other. It's a shame. The studio seems to be 
where we are stuck for now. Who knows. 

SD: Do Claw Hammer engage themselves with mind-altering 
chemicals or are you totally straight edge? And on that note, 
can you still find Brew 102 in Southern California? 

Jon: If you consider tequila and beer altering-enough agents, 
then yes. Fuck drug abusers and fuck straight edge, they're 
both the same annoying thing, just like born-again 
Christians, I mean that. As far as the availability of Brew 102 
in Cali., I haven't seen it in a damn long time, but you can 
find Pabst Blue Ribbon, and that suits me just fine. 

Chris: I love drugs but they make it difficult for me to be 
creative and functional in a band and I love music more so I 
try to avoid them. 

Bob: I only ingest things that grow in the earth. Never seen 
Brew 102—1 shop exclusively at Trader Joe's. 

Rob: I refuse to answer on grounds that may intimidate me. 

SD: One final question—have you guys ever stagedived? I 
need circumstances—show, venue, how you landed, etc. 

Bob: Once in Trenton, NJ I got caught in the crush at the front 
so bad I had no choice but to get out, and the only way out was 
up. And once up, the only way out is into the crowd or carried 
out by bouncers. So I belly-flopped into some unfortunate 
skinheads (lucky for me they turned out to be hare krishnas). 
Chris: I never actually stagedived but my brother did once. 

Jon: I almost dove, once. It was at the Goleta Valley 
Community Center in March of 1980. But I reconsidered 
because the audience was real dorky and would have moved out 
of the way and I would have cracked my head open. I did the 
fish at an Angry Samoans' gig at UC-Irvine in '80. Other than 
that I used to pogo all the time in '78 and '79. 

"« flesh eaters 

"Prehistoric Fits" LP 

"Dragstrip Riot" 2xLP 

Live 2-15-91 Marsugi's, San Jose 

Live 2-16-91 Covered Wagon, San Francisco 

It's with little hesitation that I'll come out and declare 
the Flesheaters my all-time favorite band to anyone who 
might care-not the most accomplished band of all time, 
certainly not the most stable or even innovative, but 
definitely the one that consistantly put forth the most 
intense and honest rock-spew, packed with raw emotion 


and unbridled energy. Too young and ignorant to have 
seen them in their prime. I’ve remained not altogether 
complete as a result—I got to see Divine Horsemen and 
Stone By Stone live in L.A., which were great, sure, but 
the thought of a drunken Friday night at the Whiskey 
watching Desjardins/Doe/Alvin/Bateman/Bonebrake/Berlin 
run through "A Minute To Pray, A Second To Die" (and 
then top it off w/ a blistering take on The Sonics' 
"Cinderella"), or of being pinned to the bar by Don Kirk's 
guitar & Chris D.'s banshee howl in ’82-'84, well, it's 
disheartening to say the least. 

"Prehistoric Fits" is an overview of the band’s career 
on vinyl, a companion piece to '87's "Destroyed By Fire" 
greatest-misses collection that fills in the blanks pretty 
well for those who don't have the original LP's. It begs 
the question, though: Why not put out the original LP's 
in their entirety? They belong in every collection and the 
"F" section of your local record barn is probably not 
going to have them ("No Questions Asked" seems to be 
around the most because Chris put a bunch he'd been 
sitting on into circulation a few years ago; problem is, it's 
the least representative and therefore the least essential)-if 
you bought both collections + the live album you still 
wouldn't have "Eyes Without A Face", "River Of Fever", 
"Hand Of Glory", "Life's A Dirty Rat", "Home Of The 
Brave", "Father Of Lies" or even "The Rosy Hours"- 
songs that when taken as part of a whole are lifeblood & 
the inevitable answer to the question "What should I play 
next?". That said, "Prehistoric Fits" has some of the very 
finest moments in Flesheaters history—the slow burn of 
"My Life To Live" kicks off the LP as it did '82's 
"Forever Came Today"; this song achieves so much in 
lieu of any real discemable tempo or riff changes over its 
5&1/2 minutes and is the essence of what made the 
Flesheaters so great—raw sustained melody, alternately 
restrained and then full-on blazing, with Chris D. using 
vocals as an element above and beyond what we expect 
from a "lead singer"-soulful, searing, and screamed. No 
one from the "punk era" can touch him, not by a long 
shot. The collection also contains "Satan's Stomp" from 
"A Minute To Pray...", a percussion-led exorcism w/ the 
incarnated chorus "SATAN get behind SATAN, SATAN 
dance behind SATAN, SATAN get behind SATAN, 
SATAN stomp behind SATAN" and Steve Berlin's 
brilliant sax backdrop. "Prehistoric Fits", when coupled 
with "Destroyed By Fire", is for sure a telling glimpse 
into the furious voodoo punk netherworld that was the 
Flesheaters. 

Last year after Chris' 3rd band Stone By Stone 
dissolved it became apparent that Chris had spent his most 
creative & worthwhile years under the moniker "The 
Flesheaters"-instead of naming his next project after a 
song performed by his previous (see "Divine Horseman" 
off the F.E.'s "A Minute To Pray..." and "Stone By 
Stone" off the admittedly sub-par Divine Horsemen LP 
"Snake Handler"), viola, a new Flesheaters line-up. Now 
normally I can't stand that shit but look at the foundation 
the Flesheaters' whole career has been built upon-a zillion 
different line-ups, only solidified on their last two LP's, 
and with a consistancy unmatched by any like-comprised 
band/project you’d care to mention. The best way to 
approach it, I thought and still think, is to listen to 
"Dragstrip Riot" as the new Chris D. album, not as a new 
Flesheaters LP, because after 8 years of playing in bands 
with different angles I didn’t expect (or really even want) 
to hear Chris tear his throat out over a mammoth wall of 
guitar again when it's doubtful the greatness of the past 



I. to R: Stuart Lederer. Chris D., Ray Torres, Glenn Hays 


Photo by: Juanita Myers 


could be equalled or surpassed. Make no mistake, though, 
"Dragstrip Riot” is for all intents and purposes a fantastic 
record in the same way that the Stone By Stone LP was~ 
comprising the tastes and bents, lyrical and musical, of a 
man who's seen a lot go down & who's appropriated the 
best aspects of various musical genres: punk, blues, 
t country & even swamp-boogie. It's hard when it needs to 

be (though guitarist and ex-Divine Horseman Wayne 
James in no Don Kirk or even Chris Haskett) and uses 
some familiar techniques: the title track is a 9:35 opus 
(forgive me but the Flesheaters and the Dream Syndicate 
are the only rock bands that have ever constantly made it 
work over 6 minutes) that uses the most simple structure 
to give off the most awesome result. "I can't tell where 
you begin and I leave off is an oft-repeated line here, and 
is likewise the center lyric of Side 4's "Fur Magnet". I've 
always admired how Chris steals lyrics from himself 
instead of others & he borrows from the Flesheaters' 1978 
howler "Twisted Road" on "Dragstrip Riot" as well. The 
song "Soul Kiss" is the one that harkens back to days of 
yore the most & wouldn’t be out of place on '83’s "Hard 
Road To Follow". There are reworkings of "Buried 
Treasure from that LP and "Agony Shorthand" from the 
1st single on this 2 LP set which are decent if rather 
unnecessary, plus a bizarre "dub" mix of "Agony 
Shorthand" retitled "Agony Sorehead", as well as Ann 
Peebles and Flamin' Groovies covers. I’d say "Welcome 
back, Chris" if Stone By Stone hadn’t been such a fine 
whack to the face, and "Dragstrip Riot" is best looked at 
as an updating of that work and that era of Chris D.’s 
career. 

I caught two pretty hot live shows in mid-February in 


San Jose and here in San Francisco the next day-both 
shows kicked off with supreme versions of "My Life To 
Live"; bassist Glenn Hays runs up & down the frets as 
good as anyone Chris has played with & he certainly 
proved it on that song. New guitarist Stuart Lederer was 
great fun to watch, amped-up and definitely playing off the 
packed house in San Francisco. They also worked up a 
version of 1982’s "The Wedding Dice"-probably the 
closest thing to a hit the Flesheaters have ever had-that 
has lost little ground save the absence of Berlin's sax. The 
Divine Horsemen's "Mother's Worry" was given a 
competant run-through both times, as was Stone By 
Stone's "I Pass For Human". In the center of this tempest 
was Chris D. and that voice —as has been more or less 
standard throughout his career he was complimented by 
his current girlfriend on backing vocals, this time Juanita 
Myers, as well as another woman whose name I didn't get. 
The three blended together on "Dragstrip Riot" especially 
to great effect. The San Francisco show was particularly 
noteworthy due to the incredible crowd response-I had no 
idea the Flesheaters were so revered up here or maybe 
everyone was way high—either way, congratulations. 
Chris to audience: "Uh, if you have any friends in Los 
Angeles please tell them to come see us". They got 3 
encores, 2 of which were filled up w/ Stone By Stone's 
"Sister In The Flesh" and "Sick Motherfucker". One only 
hopes that this line-up can hold tight long enough to 
record again, because there's no question there's life and 
inventiveness there, but I have a feeling that whatever 
happens, the move is Chris's. I'll be there, believe it. 
(Both LP's on SST)...Jay Hinman 
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RADIO BIRDMAN by Vivien Johnson 

Reviewed by Steve Watson & Kim Cooper 

Rocknroll bios are usually cheap one-shot rush 
jobs designed to cash in on a band's popularity. 
Publishers reckon that rock fans are too fickle to view 
music in any sort of historical perspective. Hence the 
endless slew of brightly-colored, over-priced "fan" 
biographies that are little more than a batch of 
publicist's leftovers held together by pictorial glue. 
So imagine this scenario: a band considered 
unmarketable, which achieved only limited success 
and even greater failures in its lifetime, has a detailed 
history published by a university professor more than 
ten years after the band's demise. Such a project 
would have to be motivated by passion rather than 
economic concerns. Only an established scholar 
would have the political clout to demand and receive a 
government grant for such a book. And only a band 
like Radio Birdman could inspire someone to 
undertake such a project. 

Radio Birdman were active from 1974 through 
1978, releasing two full-length albums (the second 
held back until 1981) and one EP. The group 
coalesced around a Michigan expatriate, Deniz Tek, 
who had come to Australia to pursue a medical career. 
He brought with him his Stooges and Alice Cooper 
albums, and found in Sydney a group of guys who 
shared his devotion to Detroit-style rock. After brief 
stints in The Rats and TV Jones, Tek and Rob 
Younger, Warwick Gilbert, Ron Keeley, Carl Rourke 
and Pip Hoyle came together as Radio Birdman. They 
made $7 at their first show. 

Steady gigging, some minor lineup changes, and 
Tek's continuing development as a songwriter soon 
made them enormously popular across the continent. 
They attracted the attention of Seymour Stein of Sire 
Records, who signed them up for a world-wide deal. 
The release of the "Radios Appear" album was 
followed by a European tour, during which the band 
was to record the follow-up at Rockfield Studios in 
Wales. Stein believed he had latched on to the next 
big thing, but the band suffered a series of indignities 
that must be read to be believed. Bloodied, bowed and 
thoroughly demoralized, the band dissolved. 

Enter Vivien Johnson. Professor of Sociology at 
Macquarie University in Sydney, scholar of 
Aboriginal painting and women's issues, she was a 
Birdmaniac who had also drummed in the first all¬ 
female Australian punk band. Johnson spent years 
pursuing the truth behind the breakup, recording 
hours of conversations with all members of the band. 
The result is "Radio Birdman", her 1990 opus 
documenting the rise and fall of Australia's greatest 
group. Her years of research were partially financed by 
generous grants from the Australian government. 

The book is laid out in roughly chronological 
order, interspersing her own analysis with anecdotes 
from each of the band members (ranging from 
persnickety corrections to elaborate mythologizing). 
The result is fascinating. Readers are left with a 
multi-dimensional maelstrom from which they can 



draw their own conclusions. Never before have the 
alchemical qualities of playing rocknroll been so 
skillfully examined by a journalist. Rare 
photographs, fliers, newspaper articles, a discography 
and lyrics complete the package. The elegant cover 
design is by Warwick Gilbert, former bassist and now 
a successful animator. Vivien's book is required 
reading for any fan of the group, but will also provide 
valuable insights for anyone interested in the 
dynamics of playing in a band. 

Despite the brevity of Radio Birdman’s existence, 
they continue to influence musicians around the 
globe. If a band can be judged by the quality of the 
writing it inspires, Birdman rests among the very 
best. Johnson's book has the evocative quality of 
good fiction, buoyed by the fact that it all really 
happened. This is no puff piece, no "I’m With the 
Band" kiss and tell. It's a serious look at a group of 
people who tried to give something back to then- 
fans. Despite hardship almost to the point of lunacy, 
they persisted. And it's fitting that, after all these 
years, their efforts are rewarded with this fine tome. 

Now we suppose you want to know where you 
can get a copy of the book. As yet, "Radio Birdman" 
is without a U.S. distributor. Interested parties can 
enquire with Sheldon Booth Publishing, 4 Kipling 
Street, St. Kilda 3182, Australia for ordering 
information. Tell 'em SUPERDOPE sent you! 
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by Steue 

March 1977: The Ramones make their first appearance 
in the Detroit area, at Ann Arbor's largest nightclub, 
Second Chance. A capacity crowd(1000+), comprised 
primarily of curious and skeptical spectators, are on hand 
to witness authentic, NY-styled punk rock. By the time 
the Ramones finish their second set, 90% of the patrons 
have fled the club, disgusted with themselves for having 
"wasted" five bucks. I stayed, and was so overwhelmed 
that I almost forgot how horrible the opening band had 
been. I did recall that they were dirty, disheveled, grungy 
and tuneless. The lead guitarist broke string after string, 
blew a fuse on his amp and sullenly stomped off stage at 
the end. They were pathetic; they were Sonic’s 
Rendezvous Band. I left the club vowing to avoid them in 
the future. 

Yeah, well...so much for first impressions. Over the 
next four years, I attended nearly every SRB gig in the 
metro Detroit area. I watched them amass a sizable and 
loyal core of fans who, like myself, would show up 
anywhere the band played. In a very short time, they 
became a major force in the local scene. But when they 
finally disbanded for good, the only evidence of their 
efforts was one extremely hard-to-find single with the 
same song on both sides. As far as the rest of the world 
was concerned, Sonic's Rendezvous Band had never 
existed. Even their most die-hard fans were nonplussed, 
wondering what the hell happened. 

The band came together in 1976, and right away SRB 
had something that distinguished them from the pack: a 
pedigree. Fred "Sonic" Smith was already a celebrity due 
to his tenure with the MC5. Scott "Rock Action” 
Asheton was similarly well-known for his skin-beating 
stint with the Stooges. The other players were only 
slightly less familiar: Scott Morgan (rhythm guitar) had 
been an accomplished singer and songwriter with the 
Rationals, a band that achieved great regional success 
before the release of their one and only LP. Finally, Gary 
Rasmussen handled bass, a task he had performed with 
UP, a fairly well-known garage band that had also cracked 
the local charts. This formidable mix of talent and 


UJatson 

experience insured that no one would dismiss the group 
lightly. 

The stylistic pattern of the band's repertoire was firmly 
established before they'd built up a solid following. Fred's 
songs were clearly mining the same vein as his previous 
band, and his guitar solos followed suit: staccato blasts in 
simple 2 or 3 note patterns with liberal doses of feedback. 
Morgan’s songs had a traditional R&B foundation, and 
were more dependent on melodic chord changes and soulful 
vocalising. The rhythm section was strong but not 
pretentious; both Asheton and Rasmusssen played 
sparsely, but they never sacrificed power for economy. 
Morgan handled most of the vocal chores, with Fred 
occasionally stepping forward to mumble his way through 
a tune. At it's best, the resulting mix tended to bludgeon 
the unsuspecting listener into submission; sure, they were 
always LOUD, but they never stooped to sensationalism. 
Just as punk was beginning to gain a toehold across the 
U.S., Sonic's reliance on straight-ahead rock styling 
immediately set them apart. Except for Morgan (who 
seemed to favor a western gunslinger image on stage), the 
rest of the band could hardly be bothered to put on a clean 
T-shirt for a gig. 

1977 was a transitional year for rock'n'roll (however 
one chose to define it) but Detroit clubowners were 
notoriously conservative. It was always difficult to secure 
a show if your group played original material, and 
anything even remotely connected with "new wave" was 
viewed with suspicion. SRB were able to book gigs 
regularly due to their name recognition, and they seemed 
to welcome the opportunity to share the stage with 
younger, struggling outfits. A few bands (like the 
Romantics) would go on to greater infamy elsewhere, 
while many more (Cult Heroes, Reruns, etc.) would never 
get beyond the local bar grind. The Ramones returned to 
Ann Arbor in June '77, and again Sonic's were on the bill. 
This time, however, they roared through their set in record 
time without a single flub. From that night on, I was 
hooked. 
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SONIC'S RENDENDEZVOUS BAND 

(continued from Pg. 10 ) 

Over the next year-and-a-half, SRB seemed to be 
everywhere at once; they played all over the Detroit area, 
from the seediest little dives to the cavernous Masonic 
Auditorium (where they were rushed off stage after a 15 
minute, 3 song set; insuring that the crowd would have a 
full hour to appreciate the talents of the Runaways). The 
band quickly garnered a reputation for consistent, high- 
energy shows. While some scenesters were quick to 
lampoon them due to their age, it was apparent that the 
younger groups were unable to match Sonic's drive and 
intensity. Surprisingly, the band never attempted to cash 
in on their illustrious lineage; you never heard MC5 or 
Stooges covers in one of their sets. In fact, you rarely 
heard cover songs at all, notable exceptions being "Like a 
Rolling Stone" and their ripping version of Claudine 
Clark's ancient Top 40 hit "Party Lights". If the group 
had any glaring weakness, it was probably in the lyric 
department; both Smith and Morgan were able to crank 
out catchy, gut-wrenching riffs regularly, but some of 
their strongest compositions were undermined by inane 
phraseology. Even so, the sledgehammer guitar attack 
usually compensated quite nicely for any inadequacies in 
vocal delivery. 

By mid-1978, the song "City Slang" was clearly 
established as one of the group's favorites, and it was a 
sure bet that they would close their set with it. Devoted 
fans were already getting impatient for a record, and soon 
the word was out: an independent single would "soon" be 
released, with "City Slang" on the 'A' side. But it didn’t 
happen that way at all...at this point, you might expect 
that Sonic's were an enormously popular band that could 
get away with just about anything. But something held 
them back; what was it? Unfortunately, the group 
displayed an almost obsessive reluctance to make any 
public statements about themselves. Despite the frequency 
of their live performances (often with high-profile 
headliners), one would be hard-pressed to find any evidence 
of their existence. Even today you'd have a tough time 
finding any live reviews, photos, or even one interview 
with any member of the band. Granted, this was still a 
few years before The Great Fanzine Glut spread across 
America, but oudets were available, even in Detroit. Why 
no promotion or publicity? If they wanted to concentrate 
on the music, why didn't they get someone else to handle 
the P.R.? The reticence of the band began to assume 
legendary proportions, especially when the "upcoming" 
single was delayed time after time. Since the 
bandmembers themselves refused to make any public 
statement, rumors followed. Rumors of drug abuse and 
mismanagement of funds. But it was impossible to 
determine the validity of these charges, since no one 
would address them. Meanwhile, the record continued to 
be pushed back; it was coming out "next week", then 
"next month". The group couldn't agree on the 'B' side, 
then it was announced that "Gone With The Dogs" had 


been chosen (and flyers were printed declaring the 
imminent release). By the time the single hit the stores at 
the end of 1978, everyone was so tired of these excuses 
that the record's impact was diminished. But none of this 
prepared the buyer for the biggest shock of all; the 
"special preview edition" of "City Slang" finally appeared, 
in a limited pressing of 1000 numbered copies...with the 
song in stereo on one side, and in mono on the other! At a 
time when fans were accustomed to getting more for their 
money, this was perceived as a substantial ripoff. Yet 
again, there was no official explanation forthcoming from 
the band (the most persistent rumor was that an engineer 
had damaged the master recording of the flip side). The 
release of this, the group's first (and only) legitimate 
record, should have thrust Sonic's Rendezvous Band into 
the limelight; instead, it started the backlash. 

'78 was also a year of intensive touring by the Patti 
Smith Group, and they were extremely popular in 
Detroit/Ann Arbor. SRB frequently shared the billing, and 
soon it was common to see Fred onstage with PSG at the 
end of the night (for the inevitable "My Generation"). But 
when the rest of Patti's band returned to the East Coast, 
she stayed behind. Despite Fred's low profile, having a 
relationship with Patti Smith was not the kind of thing 
that could be kept under wraps. And there are some who 
would argue that this coupling had serious consequences 
as far as the future of SRB was concerned. Personally, I'm 
not sure whether that was the case or not; however, it 
cannot be denied that Sonic's did undergo a few 
fundamental changes during this time. Fred began to 
assume a more dominant role in the group; his guitar 
solos became lengthier, and he sang much more often. 
This last point was truly puzzling; Fred could barely croak 
his way through most of their songs, while it was 
common knowledge that Morgan possessed control, range, 
and clarity far beyond your average rock vocalist. By 
edging Scott Morgan further into the background, Fred 
was stripping the band of one of it's major strengths. Was 
Patti's ego rubbing off on Fred? It was convenient to say 
so, but what difference does it make? The other band 
members remained as tight-lipped as ever. 

As 1979 wore into '80, live appearances became less 
and less frequent. The "City Slang" single, later a high- 
priced collectible, moved slowly. Few reviews were 
published (one of the more memorable ones being Barry 
Henssler's lukewarm assessment in Smegma Journal, 
where he concluded: "Take it from me kids, Fred Smith 
looks way cooler than he plays"). Patti & Fred married, 
and Sonic's Rendezvous Band would soon cease to exist. 
In the end, their fans were probably just as frustrated as 
the band was. Plenty of folks had their own pet theories as 
to why the group never "made it". But the reasons were 
superfluous; the tragedy was that this band, with plenty of 
outstanding material, never left a document of their 
existence. 
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M(H(TDlRTn) MVTCWS SUPERDOPE 

ihe following reviews by Jay Hinman 520 Frederick Street* Box 33 

San Francisco, CA 94117 


THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282 

"2x4's/Horrible Hour" 

"2x4's" has hogged the turntable since its release—a 
buzzing pest of a guitar sound, horns, piano, chops & riffs 
aimed straight for the cranium—textbook stuff here, I mean it. 
"Horrible Hour" is like an even more drugged-up version of 
Dinosaur's "Poledo" though if the band had never heard that I 
wouldn't be surprised. (Nuf Sed) 

MONSTER TRUCK 5/THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE 
APARTMENTS split 7" 

Seven-inch vinyl is getting dangerously close to pricing 
itself out of existance so it's more than a little faith-restoring 
to get value like this—Ohio has had wave after wave of great 
bands & here are two for the 90's—M.T.5 are very much in 
league w/ "Groovy Hate Fuck"-era Pussy Galore—yeah, that 
good—and have put together some of the most rockingest 
clatter since said disc (esp. on "Piece Of Work"). T.J.S.A. are 
the newest project of ex-Great Plains vocalist/guitarist Ron 
House, and I couldn't name one Great Plains song that can top 
"Bottle Island", a throwback boogie-shuffle w/ House's 
annoying whiney scream. Totally rules. "Unholy Trophy" is 
an edgy, minimal ride that helps put this record on the "you 
must" list, as in "C/U 60". (Datapanik) 

THE QUEERS "Grow Up" LP 

This MASS, band released a 7" in 1982, 3 songs from 
which are collected on the "Killed By Death" "bootleg" 
compilation series—those 3 are blazing high-impact snot- 
punk, I mean truly deserving of the word classic. Seeing as 
how only 200 were made I haven't really kept my hopes up for 
hearing the other 3, so I bought this because I'd heard it was 
an LP of all new material from the re-united band. I guess I 
should have learned from the Pagans reunion, you know? 
These things have about a 1 in 20 chance of halfway 
succeeding & tepid pop-punk of this sort just don't qualify. 
(Shakin' Street) 

COO COO ROCKIN’ TIME "Coo Coo Party Time" LP 

Jad Fair gets all the glory but his brother David is equally 
warped & genuinely reverant for all things rock 'n roll-the 
two created some major skronk when they were together in 
the early Half Japanese that Knitting Factory-esque bands can 
be seen hitting upon today (a bold and not altogether 
accusatory statement, I know)-Dave's kind of laid low for the 
last few years until this, which is just what it says, a "party" 
record, with honking and squirting for kids of all ages. Lyrics 
are brilliant as always and titles -like "In Hawaii They Talk 
With Their Hands" and "Jenny Left A Record Album Locked In 
The Car In 1989"—are even more retarded than Jad’s. Not the 
sort of thing you'll be pulling out for rotation every week but 
ready to rock for that next impromptu alcoholiday. (50 
Skidillion Watts) 

GIRL TROUBLE "Cleopatra And The Slaves" 7" 

More of the same and then some from the NW's most fab; 
surprising Captain Beefheart cover ("Who Do You Think 
You're Foolin'"), an original, & a cover called "Mercy", culled 
I'm sure from some obscure rockabilly/punk trash comp. 
Vocalist K.P.'s voice has dropped a full octave since "Hit It Or 
Quit It". The Tacoma party train keeps on rolling... (Wig 
Out) 

TRUNK "Laugh" LP 

Suave & sharp pop sidewaysness from locals that know 
how to travel the high route and weave crafted subtleties 
together & make songs chum like champions. What they owe 
(to Mission Of Burma, "Meat Puppets H"-era Pups) is more 


than repaid in inventiveness, and while I perish equating the 
LP's (albeit rare) more noodly solo/ jam parts w/ G.Dead 
pretentions (Trunk are too smart to sink so low) I'm not sure 
whether their stellar musical ability needs to take such routes 
at all. Adjective-defying tracks like "Sunbake" easily blunt 
whatever falls by the wayside and here's hoping the LP isn't 
simply a local phenomenon (status which they unfortunately 
have yet to achieve). (Warner Sisters) 

CLAW HAMMER "Double Pack Whack Attack" 2x7" 

This time it's 4 covers on 2 singles—"Blank Frank" (Brian 
Eno...eeuuuh), "Gut Feeling" (Devo), a great take on Patti 
Smith's "Pumping (My Heart)" and Peru Ubu's "Final 
Solution" (which the SF Examiner says Living Color covered 
when they played here (!)). If you don't know it already this 
band is the heir and possible new aquisitors of/to the 
Flesheaters' almighty howl-rock throne; you're not 
necessarily going to find the manna here but it is quality 
entertainment, and I can't think of a band right now that's 
earned your support more. (Sympathy) 

THE FIX "Cold Days" LP 

One of the first names in ultra-hardcore in the very early 
80's and a weak underdocumented link for those who weren't 
there until now. You'll find the two Touch 'N Go Fix 7”’s 
running at $60 and up these days w/ the "Process Of 
Elimination" comp they were on at not much less-I always 
wanted to hear those first 2 records and I'm by no means let 
down. All the previously released stuff is here + outtakes & a 
side of The Fix live—the vocals are snarled menacingly a la 
Negative Approach but they even predated N.A.-extremely 
tight, fast & brutal tuneage, one of the 10 best bands of this 
ilk ever I'd say. "No Idols" from "Process" was/is about as 
heavy and as righteous as it came. Michigan was wiping the 
floor w/ San Francisco h.c. at the time and here's proof. (Lost 
and Found) 

NORTHERN BUSHMEN 7" 

Fairly uneventful Scratch Acid tribute. "Shocking" woman- 
in-bondage photos included as bonus. Next single's on the 
so-far top drawer Circuit label, we'll see what happens. 
(Cubist Productions) 

COWS "Slapback/One O'Clock High" 7" 

They couldn't possibly have gone any louder so The Cows 
actually changed their formula a little, toning the (boring, 
predictable) heavy, man, aspects of their attack into a more 
fluid, dare I say "funky" version of sick noise. The fact that 
the result is no more interesting than their last album 
shouldn't be your problem. (Amphetamine Reptile) 
SEAWEED "Deerpark/Carousel" 7" 

3rd 7" from these wonderkids of the Northwest-A-side 
opens like a chewy Saturday morning TV theme & rolls along 
merrily until the bottom collapses and bing, it's over. Great. 
"Carousel"'s more along Screaming Trees/ Mudhoney lines & 
is alright too-probably the best of the three records-new Sub 
Pop 7" and Communion LP on the way. (K) 

L7 "Smell The Magic" EP 

That's right, girls that "rock with the boys". Whatever 
barely passable songs L7 might have had in the past aren't 
here. Sub Pop should know better than to sign up a band 
who've swallowed hook, line & sinker the whole idea of what 
the label's about--everything negative they've been accused 
of is here. A big leap backward. (Sub Pop) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "From Twisted Minds Come" LP 

I think there's more than a few people who've had their 
hopes pinned upon this label to produce the kind of quality 
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indie noise that made Amphetamine Reptile so special in the 
mid-to-late 80's, but if any of those collector types are 
satisfied with this collection as any kind of happenin' 
statement of the Noiseville aesthete then they've got way way 
WAY more patience than I. I've listened to it 4 times through 
& I've yet to find even a glimmer outside of a live SURGERY 
Dylan cover that I probably won't even tape once I sell 
this...my first exposure to the touted ACTION SWINGERS (a 
1 minute Pussy Galore "Right Now" takeoff...bffft). COZ THE 
SHROOM sound like Human Sexual Response, BENCH are 
bombastic and boring, BULLETS FOR PUSSY are worse than 
a Drunks With Guns parody, sad that they're made up w/ the 
vocalist of the original D.W.G. & two others that played on 
their 3rd 7". Nya nya nya. We won't, get fooled, AGAAATNH 
(Noiseville) 

LOVE CHILD "Plays Moondog" 7"EP 

Louis Hardin is apparently a famous street musician in New 
York City who goes by "Moondog"—Love Child are a trio 
(duo here) who tributize the man w/ 4 covers of his work on 
their 2nd 7". "All Is Loneliness" is a 6 and 1/2-minute trip, 
ascending and descending in a manner that literally begs for 
consciousness expansion—Spacemen 3 and Red Crayola fans 
look hither. The three shorter numbers on the flip remind one 
of The Shaggs covering Young Marble Giants, and the overall 
"risk" taken by Love Child has most certainly paid off- now 
here's something you don't hear everyday. (Forced Exposure) 
DIDJITS "Fuck The Pigs" 7" 

One of my favorite absolutely-no-progress bands but this 
is weaker material—"Headless" is similar in pace & style to 
"Skull Baby", another song of theirs from a past album—hard, 
loud, mid-tempo, a little over-the-top, those crazy loons— 
"Give It Back" is a cover of one of the few stomachable 


Dickies songs & it's quite faithful. Not as exciting as we've 
come to expect. (Touch 'N Go) 

ANTISEEN "WXCI Live Radio Broadcast 7/23/ 89" 7" 

At their best North Carolina's Antiseen have few equals in 
the high-stakes ultra-fuzz punk rock field, unfortunately their 
records have been clogged with way too much filler, so 
listening to them usually requires several trips to & from the 
turntable to move the needle. But this live radio broadcast 
(hence the name of the record) has the furious "Up All Night", 
"Wifebeater", "Ruby" and "Drug Through The Mud", so value- 
wise even though they're not real studio recordings this might 
be the choicest of the many Antiseen discs out there. So 
saddle up to the sound of today's Appalachia. (Trash American 
Style) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Endangered Species" 7" box set 
For some reason this is hideously limited—you and I both 
know there's got to be at least 10-15,000 people around the 
globe who'd swoon to buy a 7" box set of unreleased HALO 
OF FLIES, GREEN RIVER, SURGERY, HELIOS CREED, 
UNSANE, COWS, BULLET LAVOLTA, etc. This collector- 
scum idea was sort of entertaining to those who weren't 
missing out once but it's getting really ugly now-once-cool 
indie labels are continuing to pull this shit even though the 
saleability of the 7" single has skyrocketed in recent years—I 
don’t know what these clods are in it for but one would think 
that if you were running a label you'd want as many people as 
possible to hear music you believed was great, am I right? 
That’s why a tip of the tam'o'shanter must go out to Brandan 
Kearney of the new local label Nuf Sed Value Trough-I quote 
from a card enclosed w/ his first 7" release, a Thinking Fellers 
Union single: "I think this single is a goddamn masterpiece, 
and therefore I'd like anyone who agrees with me to be able to 











own a copy. For that reason, I am going to try to keep this 
and future releases in print for as long as possible. If a given 
release goes out of print. I'll re-press it as soon as possible. I 
don't intend to limit pressings on the basis of anything other 
than finances, and I resent financially succesful labels that 
keep pressings small in order to cater to elitists'. Right on, 
brother! But we're here to talk rock, right? Bullet LaVolta do a 
Cheap Trick cover, what do you expect from those guys. Ha. 
UNSANE pick up where they left off after their mammoth Sub 
Pop 7"—heavy and brusing in the most beautiful way. GREEN 
RIVER'S track actually isn't unreleased-it's a cover of "Ain't 
Nothing To Do" from their impossible-to-find 7" (see above); 
MONSTER MAGNET'S "Murder" is hands-down the best track 
on here and one of the greatest things I've heard all year- 
eeiree distorted weirdo-punk, very much in keeping with their 
professed pro-drug stance. Their own first 7" is brilliant too; I 
see a bright future. HALO OF FLIES' track is probably their 
best since '88's "No Time" 7"-jerky guitar slicing and dicing; 
COWS likewise show their best side with the tightly-wound 
"Good Cop". The others are all varying degrees of "okay" 
(only CODEINE (?) really sucks), and if you can find this 
collection I reluctantly reccomend your purchase of it. 
(Glitterhouse) 

THEE MIGHTY CAESARS "Surely They Were The Sons 
Of God" LP 

Volume two of Crypt's industrious undertaking of 
collecting the "greatest hits" of the Caesars, England's Billy 
Childish-led punk trash-slop trio of the mid-to-late 80's-as 
primal and as necessary as the blood coursing through your 
veins right now. These guys took an amalgamation of 60's 
American heartland punk, neo-beat pretentions and most 
likely a good deal of alcohol to produce a sound that really 
and truly was uniquely theirs, and were shunned for the most 
part in their native land because of it (again, they were from 
England, need more be said). The old LP's are real hard to 
come by in the US but Crypt have done a great job of not 
picking filler (what little there was) for the comps-Childish's 
guitar blazes through 120-second numbers like no one else's 
and you've got to love the war whoops that preceed every 
guitar break—a third volume is not unthinkable but I'd lobby 
for re-issue of all the old LP's (and w/ Childish's new 
affiliation with Sub Pop it may just happen). (Crypt) 

THEE HEADCOATS "Heavens To Murgatroyd, Even! It's 

Thee Headcoats (Already)" LP 

THEE HEADCOATS "Beach Bums Must Die" LP 

Five LP's in less than two years and singles popping up 
everywhere—in fact this stuff will undoubtedly be backcatalog 
by the time you read this. Here are salvos #4 and #5, both on 
U.S. labels, neither as unified or even as raw as the previous 
three but decent starting points for the uninitiated I guess (and 
they will be). Let's hope the cowboys & indians and Sherlock 
Holmes tales that seem to be thrown on as padding between 
the trash-blasts work themselves out of the picture on next 
month's LPs. (Sub Pop and Crypt) 

THEE HEADCOATS SECT 7" 

When Billy Childish aims he rarely misses, that's why this 
team-up w/ ex-Dowliners' Sect kingpin Don Craine is a little 
dissapointing. They run through only somewhat spirited r&b 
rave-ups, 3 being previously released Headcoats numbers + 1 
old D.Sect tune, but a recording session between mutual 
admirers does not necessarily a great record make, and since 
Childish put out about 20 fine records a year such 
transgressions can be allowed. (Hangman) 

ACTION SWINGERS "Fear Of A Fucked Up 
Planet/Blowjob" 7" 

Pretty stupid actually-OK, so it's an all-star band, I didn't 
know-Julia Cafritz (ex-Pussy Galore, current STP) & Don 
Fleming (ex- and/or current Velvet Monkeys, Dinosaur Jr., 
Half Japanese, Gumball, etc.) on guitar and drums 
respectively and Ned Hayden on guitar & vocals; these 
people. I'm sure, are smart enough to know that this sounds 


like a parody of what you'd expect of them—distorted noise; 
muffled, screamed vocals, lots of cursing-similar to & not 
even as good as The Bastards, who I've really come to dislike- 
-a side project I'm betting will stay that way. (Primo Scree) 
BEAT HAPPENING "Red Head Walking/Secret Picnic 
Spot" 7" 

Right now this is the ace in a long string of Beat 
Happening triumphs, "Red Head Walking" being the kind of 
B.H.-patented melody that worms its way into my head often 
enough to kick out whatever Beat Happening song had been 
in there before. Make your voice go as low as Calvin 
Johnson's and you'll sound even dumber while he runs off 
with your mate. Stripped-down pop wavecrash they'll have 
difficulty topping. (Sub Pop) 

JONESTOWN "Sugar Ship/Eczema" 7" 

Semi-solid Minneapolis lo-fi grunge, with "Sugar Ship" 
being the superior of the two due to nice railroading guitar 
bridge. This could very well be the boogie of the 90's. I'm 
counting on these guys to deliver. (Project A-Bomb) 
VARIOUS ARTISTS "The Estrus Lunchbucket" 3x7" box 
set 

Money well spent. I'm finally glad to say-Estrus, a 
relatively new Washington-based label run by some of The 
MONOMEN, makes its first big statement with this 12-band, 
12-song package hitting on some of today's more groovy 
now sounds. I have to tout one of the best 60's pop/scuzz 
ensembles around, THE FALL-OUTS, as this collection's 
high-water mark but I’ll tell ya, GAS HUFFER, stupid-hick 
vocals aside, motorpunk their way into your smarmy little 
heart real nice-like as a band containing an ex-U-MAN 
should. GIRL TROUBLE are here with a reading of "Walking 
The Dog", as are teen champs SEAWEED (doing Beat 
Happening's "Bewitched"), MARBLE ORCHARD (w/ the 
Miracle Workers' "Go Now"), THE BROOD, MONOMEN, 
FALLING SPIKES (hot greaser hippie fuzz-shit) and others. 
And when did THE YOUNG FRESH FELLOWS become 
anything more than the Dead Milkmen of the NW? Right here 
I guess—they’re doing a Billy Childish cover. Out on CD by 
the time you read this, yawn. (Estrus) 

DUST DEVILS "Struggling Electric And Chemical" LP 

A band that slapped me over the head live and begged my 
attention from thereon—this is a co-release on Matador and 
Teen Beat that wins points right away w/ a cover of The Fall's 
"Hip Priest" to kick off Side A—unlikely, and I like that- 
infuses the original with a bit more bite and guitar kick, with 
vocalist/guitarist Jaqui not even attempting to equal Smith's 
bizzare baby-voice and coming off w/ a great version for it. 
The rest of the LP takes the "Brave Men Run"-era Sonic 
Youth/Live Skull/New York upper west end or whatever 
schtick they're always associated with and turns it about 90 
degrees; skewed, unpredictable but together noise drone that 
approaches something approximating beauty even at its most 
dense and chaotic (like Thinking Fellers Union). Most tracks 
don’t hit 3 minutes but at end have said what normally takes 
10. It knocks, dude. (Matador/Teen Beat) 

BARBARA MANNING "Don't Let It Bring You 
Down/Haze Is Free" 7" 

Manning is really one of the only locals I'll pay money to 
see play repeatedly—her work with 28th Day, solo, and 
especially with World Of Pooh has shown zeniths of craft & 
knowledge regarding what makes a great pop song work. 
Locally she's pretty highly thought of and quite easily blows 
away the City's "anti-folk" movement people have a tendency 
to throw her in with. Forced Exposure's growing vinyl 
catalog now wisely brings us Manning's first W.O.P.- 
implosion effort, and I have to say that with "Haze Is Free", 
surprising for its utter starkness and haunting echo-filled 
vocal track, this isn't the Barbara Manning that plays live 
and wins "alternative female vocalist of the year" awards. In 
fact that song's nothing short of fantastic. I can take or leave 
the frolicking pipes of Pan McCartney cover on the front 
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side, but Manning is cooly staking her place for the rest of 
the world & I'd say it’s about time you found out about it. 

(Forced Exposure) „ , „ „ 

ANGRY SAMOANS "Return To Samoa— Outtakes/Lost 


Tapes" LP T „ 

Great mostly lost-until-now vomitpunk from si with Jett 
Dahl on vocals (for the most part). Side A has among much 
else the supreme 30-second blur "Permanent Damage", a diff. 
version of which later surfaced on Dahl's POWERTRIP LP, and 
"Poshboy's Cock”, previously available on the Underground 
Hits Vol. 1" comp in a different version as well- probably the 
most vicious cutdown on any one target since Circle One 
helped us "Destroy Exxon". Side B is live in New York w/ a 
beaned-up Keith Morris in the audience shrieking "L.A. 
rules!!!". For a time (this time-signs of much life again 
however) it did, and it's nice to have it collected onto vinyl- 
" Are you a square? What's the length of your hair? Are you a 
nerd? Just a power pop turd". (Shakin Street) 

MUMMIES "Food, Sickles & Girls/One By One" 7" 

Imagine: "dudes" dressed as mummies, playing "be-lo-fi" 
2-chord 60's punk. What a bunch of dorks. Most appalling in 
concept, totally depraved and ruling in pracdce-Mummies are 
the first and close to only word as far as US psycho/spazz 
now-wow soundz go, they bum live and they destroy 
squares" here, cough cough. And the sound quality makes the 
Solger single sound like a Fuzztones CD. Splat. (Pre-B.S.) 
MUMMIES "Out Of Our Tree/Tall Cool One" 7" 

The Estrus prong of the Mummies' 1991 assault. Two 
Wailers covers, both hot and bothersome and stronger than 
both tracks on the Pre-B.S. 7" you just saw me praise. New LP 
on Crypt soon, you knew it was bound to happen. (Estrus) 
MUMMIES "Shitsville" 7"EP 

Ha ha ha, guys in mummy costumes, ha ha ha...so this one 
is tops, the one you just have to choose if you can choose just 
one. "That's Mighty Childish" is basically a re-written take 
on Thee Mighty Caesars' "The Double Axe" (get it?). "(Doin') 
The Kirk" is a hats-off to Captain James T. Dig. (Regal 


Select^ 

HELMET "Strap It On" LP 

If this record lacks anything it's certainly not power of 
production-the V.U.'s are bleeding red and whoosh. New 
York’s Helmet have spit out their first LP. Loud and metallic, 
heavier than Tad, White Zombie, Poison Idea and 
Soundgarden combined and cubed, but like, so what? 
(Incidently I promise never to mention those bands again). If 
this is going to have any staying power it's going to have to 
go beyond the supa-aggro riffage that's so easy to fall for 
upon first listen. Helmet barely pass because while there’s 
really nothing restrained here something melodically 
tangible crawls up from the brutal soup on the most ace tracks 
like "Rude" or "Sinatra". But gee, the singer sounds awfully 
angry at someone. C'mon dude, mellow! Good, and real 
walloping and all, but nothing Thinking Fellers Union, 
Monster Magnet or Dust Devils don't do twenty times better. 
(Amphetamine Reptile) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "Japan Bashing Vol. 1 & Vol. 2" 7"s 
Hey Hey, Japan is what the new wave scene is talking 
about today, and thanks to the service provided by 
Wisconsin's Public Bath label we gaijen can now experience 
these delicacies of the orient. Actually it's mostly interesting 
because they're from a foreign land , you know—Volume 1 is 
easily superior to its successor due to the complexities and 
skewed structures of bafflers like THE BOREDOMS' Discow 
Moscow" and OMOIDE-HATOBA's "Linear Motor Jet Shop", 
but the real winner is HANADENSHA's Future Deadlock , an 
astral grinder that sits somewhere between early Die Kruezen 
and today's No Means No, but less straightjacketed. Vol. 2 
has SUBVERT BLAZE, a Japanese Grand Funk/James Gang 
hippie trio (nice bellbottoms) and PLAYMATE, an all-woman 
band who floor L7 at their own game, which of course is still 
fairly uninteresting. The Japanese learned as much (or as 


little) from the 70's as we did, I infer. But here's got to be a 
lot more raw brilliance over there; here's the start of the 
excavation & look to this label to lead the way inside. 
(Public Bath) 

EASTERN DARK "Girls On The Beach (With Cars)" 2xLP 
Sorry, this was talked about just too long for me to get real 
excited about a double album of live shit and a couple of 
outtakes-Australia's Eastern Dark put out a 7" and an EP of 
high-intensity Ramonic punk in the mid-80's until 
guitarist/singer (and ex-Celibate Rifle) James Darroch died in 
a car crash, which gave way to much talk about "the LP of 
unreleased stuff" that was to follow. So this is it-an 
uninspiring live show w/ True West, Soft Boys & 
Descendents covers + a side of just two studio songs, which 
are great (and somewhat out of character, i.e. the slower and 
more brooding "Stay Alone"), but ever get the feeling... 
(Waterfront) 

LOVE BATTERY "Between The Eyes" EP 

A year and a half ago the Love Battery 7" sounded great, a 
smooth, vibrato-packed package that hinted at a fruitful 
things-to-come. Those 2 tracks are the strongest here, and 
now that I think about it today those don't even sound that 
exceptional. Straightforward dull-rock that rarely breaks its 
own mold and which is so painfully mediocre I almost feel 
sorry for them. From Seattle. (Tupelo/Sub Pop) 

PAPER TULIPS "Insects" LP 

Los Angeles bohemia punk, with a debt to the best side of 
X (and not just because of boy/girl vocals) and to a lesser 
extent The Minutemen-20 songs of varying styles, from the 
raging "Sanitation" (3-chord brilliance and one of my most 
listened-to songs this year) to sparse workouts like "The 
Twist". These cats know how to bend drawn-out & wrenching 
poetics around compellingly simple riffs like nobody this 
side of Chris D., and I'm consistantly attracted to this record 
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because of it—when you think about it they could really only 
be from L.A. but let's not hold that against them. Their 
breadth is wide enough that they could probably tackle any 
topic and make it fun and relatively intricate within their 
means. The Paper Tulips are pros; let's hope break-up talk is 
just that, (late note: it is). 

(Flipside) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS "On The Rocks" 7" 

An Estrus records and Washington bands' cleaning-of-the- 
vaults—MONOMEN offer power chords and little else on an LP 
outtake; ditto for GAME FOR VULTURES; MARBLE 
ORCHARD sound like a Moody Blues demo. Not even for 
completists. (Estrus) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS 'Tales From Estrus” 7" 

Now on the other hand...the vinyl debut of the 
NIGHTKINGS, featuring Robert Vasquez (ex-NIGHTS AND 
DAYS, one of the Northwest's most right-on power garage 
bands of the last couple of years)--his unique alley-fight 
guitar and rasped voice dominate their offering and indeed this 
record—can't fathom why the Nights And Days received so 
little acclaim even in Seattle but take care not to miss the 
boat w/ his new one. MUMMIES' best live song "Rosie" hits 
wax and loses zillions for fake-scary vocals and clean 
recording—an abberation from one of the few 60's mimics 
worth supporting. ULTRA 5 from NYC read OK blues- 
fuzz/Rich Coffee/ Honeymoon Killers trash. Comes w/ comic 
as well. (Estrus) 

VENOM P. STINGER "What's Yours Is Mine" LP 

Sure has been a long wait for this record but was it worth it- 
-they've been barely heard from since '88's destroying 
"Walking About/26 Milligrams" 7" & I'd kind of figured 


they'd packed it in. Guitarist Mick Turner and singer Dugald 
McKenzie scorched the earth in Australian early 80's distorto- 
hellcore outfit the Sick Things; Turner went on to alternately 
minimal/maximum jazz skronking-noise masters Fungus 
Brains (McKenzie bleated on two songs on their LP) & 
Venom P. Stinger cut loose after that. This has the fury of the 
7" spread out into 14 tracks-the first thing to notice and have 
this record noticed for (other that McKenzie's gruff and ribald, 
very AUSSIE vocals) is Jim White’s incredibly controlled but 
all-over-the-map militaristic drumming-it's like you'd krtQ.w 
this is Venom P. Stinger even without a vocal, guitar or bass 
track. Seems like every year there's a band or two from 
Australia taking rock music into virtually uncharted 
directions (i.e. feedtime, King Snake Roost, aforementioned 
Fungus Brains) & I think that this LP could be looked upon a 
few down the road as just such a landmark. (Aberrant) 

SISTER RAY 'To Spite My Face" LP 

I listened to "Random Violence", Sister Ray's 1987 debut, 
a couple of weeks ago and whatever righteousity endeared me 
to the band then had aged none too well and a good deal of it 
sounded dated, cliched, etc. The pissed-off young man in a 
small town sentiment that's run through their songs for years 
has always seemed to be written at a level lower than their 
musical ability covers up for, not that it isn't still evident on 
their 3rd and latest LP, and not like they've really changed 
their formula one iota, but the simple truth is this record 
RULES. They're closer to the K Records aesthete of 
simple=better punk rock than the Glitterhouse/Sub 
Pop/Amrep camp, miles closer. Like that 7" they did for Sub 
Pop a couple of months ago, it's/this is not the kind of record 
that's going to floor you the first time you get through with it 
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but fuck if I didn't keep putting the needle right back down. 
Give me someone else that embraces (welcomes) punk rock 
conventionality and still ends up as deceptively simple¬ 
sounding and original. Whatever they've done differently this 
time outside of increased production and tighter grooves I 
can't finger, but instead of 3 or 4 great songs you've got an 
album , and I guess maybe I believe them now. (Resonance) 
CREAMERS "Not Now No Way/Mom Watches T.V." 7" 

So why don't more bands cover the Pagans? Not like it's 
any big deal but as far as I can tell only the Meatmen, Angry 
Samoans & Umbilical Chords have tried to equal Cleveland's 
late 70's p-u-n-k godz (all of course failing miserably through 
no fault of their own). L.A.'s Creamers do a pretty decent take 
on "Not Now No Way", much less desperate sounding than the 
original but w/ 2 (female-wielded) guitars blasting hot smoke 
you bet it's still nice to hear. The flip is recorded live @ 
Gilman in Berkeley & probably should have stayed 
unreleased, it's much more special that way. (Dog Meat) 
MONSTER MAGNET "MurderTractor" 7" 

Absolutely top-end killers from New Jersey’s swingingest- 
-"Murder" is in slightly different form than on the 
"Endangered Species" box, like more fuzzed and speedballed, 
totally loud and equally eeiree; you'd have to drink a shitload 
of Night Train and gobble a couple of ounces of meth to make 
it this high & I'm not doubting they do. ’Tractor" seems more 
an homage to the Cosmic Psychos' "Down On The Farm" in 
both form and content. "Drug Rock" is a pretty silly thing to 
put on the sleeve of a record all right but right now I'm taking 
what they're serving. (Primo Scree) 

MONSTER MAGNET 5-song 12 EP 

New mopped-up mixes of the first 7", "Tractor" from the 
2nd + two new clock-cleaners in a 
Monoshock/Mudhoney/Cosmic Psychos vein that give me 
pause to exclaim "yeah-hup!". New life in a tired genre— 
Monster Magnet + you in 1991. (Glitterhouse) 

FASTBACKS "Lose'VGAS HUFFER "King Of Hubcaps" 
split 7" 

Fastbacks have been plugging away at their formula 
happy-go-lucky 70's melodic punk style for years now— 
"Lose" is par for the course for them, fun & loose and 
ultimately entertaining. Gas Huffer weigh in w/a tale of a trip 
to the junkyard, apt for a cluttered meltdown of several 
approaches to Seattle "rock" in one-a solid tune and a 7" of 
some worth indeed. (Steve Priest Fan Club) 

GAS HUFFER "Ethyl" 7" 

Probably they're a real rocker nonstopper live but Gas 
Huffer so far have grabbed on only a couple of tracks, 
lamentably none of them here. Speedy supercharged twang 
from Seattle, more than a little likable, yes, but I really don't 
anticipate needing to listen to this one again. (Black Label) 
ROYAL TRL'X "Twin Infintives" 2xLP 

Next to unlistenable free-form noise from these 
transplanted San Franciscans—Neil used to be in Pussy Galore 
and he & Jennifer have been bringing the Trux several years 
now to a public that really just aren't ready. You can't walk 
down Florida Avenue in the Mission whistling their "Florida 
Avenue Theme", lord knows I've tried. A definite room-clearer 
and a set I have a feeling I'll be listening to more than I 
should. (Drag City) 

SURGERY "Nationwide" LP 

If they'd been able to keep their previous consistancy over 
the length of their first LP I'd have run out of adjectives to 
praise Surgery with but alas such is not the case and it looks 
like they're unfortunate mortals like you & me (and hailed as 
complete dicks "nationwide" to boot). Seriously, I was 
hyping this band as the crown jewel of the Amphetamine 
Reptile line-up (uh, besides Halo Of Flies when they're 
making records)—the EP and 2 7"'s + "Action Candy" from 
"Dope, Guns #3" are about as fine an example of 88-91 in- 
your-face aggro as we've got, produced gloriously and enough 
to knuckle down the frailer side of man. Yeah. And here on "L- 
7", "Maliblues" & a couple of others, they haven't given an 


inch but maybe it's the American short attention span coming 
full circle here, because spread across a full disc w/ smaller 
grooves this band doesn't hit. A band without the degree of 
aceness Surgery already built upon, well. I'd call this a "solid 
debut platter", but we know they can do better than this. 
(Amphetamine Reptile) 



SURGERY photo by Nicole Penegor 


VARIOUS ARTISTS "Love And Napalm Vol. 1" 7"comp 

Another "Dope, Guns" knockoff. Texas bands. I've given 
PAIN TEENS the thumbs-up on virtually everything I’ve heard 
before—their track here is an OK indutrio/punkdance 
instrumental with a sampled black preacher-man. Most 
evolutionary. CRUST brings us goofus effects-laden 
nonsense that I had difficulty enduring. LITHIUM X-MAS are 
even worse than that, really horrible fake psycadelia/wah- 
wah, man...they cover some 70's song, which I'm sure they 
think is a fucking riot to play with nutty effects. ED HALL is 
not a good rock band. Thank you very much! (Trance 
Syndicate) 

DWARVES "Lucifer's Crank" 7"EP 

9 pre-"Toolin' For A Warm Teabag" songs recorded in SF in 
mid-1988, back when people (like me) went to Dwarves 
shows expecting 60's paisley punk and barely escaped with 
new impressions stamped onto bruised faces. Super maxed 
attitude-punk, fucked-up and fuzzed-out, w/ a cover of 
"Hurricane Fighter Plane" as well. Some are from a radio show 
and most ended up on "Toolin'" in different forms. Pleasing. 
(No.6) 

HALF JAPANESE "We Are They Who Ache With Amorous 
Love" LP 

Not an easy thing to keep a level of relative consistancy 
over 14 years and more line-ups than even Black Flag, and I 
think H.J. are finally losing a step. I consider this Part Four 
of a set that began w/ "Music To Strip By" several years ago, 
although its randomness is more akin to the even older "Our 
Solar System" LP. About every fifth track is a poorly recorded 
blurt of Jad Fair sceeching words over crackling guitar blues- 
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scrape i.e. "Going Home" and maybe my new favorite version 
of "Gloria". This record also has a track ("Three Rings", about 
the circus, yip yipee!) to equal the complete absurdity of past 
greats like "Penny In The Fountain" and "Daytona Beach"— 
Jad knows what charms & what you'll be quoting in the 
months to come. At least 19 musicians took place in this LP's 
creation and it's no improvement upon past efforts because 
other than the aforementioned there's really little 
distinguishing it from the filler on 1989's "The Band That 
Would Be King" except that there's more of it. Its lack of 
unity is a detriment, I think, because for every wistful ballad 
to this record's woman-of-choice or powerful slop-rocker he's 
done at least 10 better in his illustrious career. And there's 
less nerve-grating honk-squealing sax than ever. The heart 
hardens. (Psycho-Acoustic) 

LAZY COWGIRLS "Teenage Frankenstein/ Intellectual 
Baby" 7" 

I saw this band a sickening number of times in the mid- to 
late-80's. They were, in terms of consistancy, probably ills 
most exciting live band I've seen. Last year their rhythm 
section up & quit right in the midst of a U.S. tour, after 
putting out their masterwork, "How It Looks, How It Is". I 
said "Too bad, but at least it happened it their peak”, which 
obviously is more than you can say for a lot of bands. So 
what is this? A-side is a rough brooder from "How It 
Looks...", but the B-side is rumored to have been recorded by 
the "new Lazy Cowgirls" (actually Lenny from The Creamers 
on loan for bass + a new drummer). Whatever, it still stomps 
most mightily, rough n’ tumble hook-punk, not all that far 
from the "old Lazy Cowgirls". New rumor has it that Pat & 
Doug have permanent new numbers and are set to reclaim lost 
territory. We'll just see. (Sympathy) 

TRASH CAN SCHOOL "One Eyed Car/Subway 
Shreiks/Satan's Favorite Groupie" 7" 

Terrific one-riff squak on Side A, Batman vs. Dragnet vs. 
Get Smart w/ hot not-incidental sax. This L.A. ensemble's got 
the beat sure and simple, with a great track record to match 
(see debut 45 "Horses"). The sound of a bleating sax coupled 
with a bleeding, sharp-as-daggers guitar, well partner, it's 
aces when brought home as choice as this. Keep eyes peeled. 
(Dionysus) 

TRASH CAN SCHOOL "Baby Lust/Yes, I Mean No" 7" 

Total wall of sound of the front side, 3 guitars and a buried 
vocal add up to perhaps the tops of their 3 A-sides. B is 
almost instrumental with a sax that doesn't give a micron. I 
keep missing these guys 'cause they’re always playing with 
L7 up here. Come back brothers, all is forgiven. (Sympathy) 


Live Reviews (continued from Pg. 3) 


HELIOS CREED/SURGERY 2-11-91 Kennel Club, San 
Francisco 

Last time through Surgery shot off some righteous white- 
hot bum for 40 minutes at the Nightbreak, this time only the 
opening "Brazier" and encore of "Action Candy" were able to 
equal that, no coincidence probably that that's the oldest stuff 
they played. One lengthy "jam" right before they went off and 
I didn't even think I needed to see an encore, so miffed I was, 
and then they kicked such major heat into "A.C." that I think 
I forgave them. The surprise of the night was Helios, who 
bored me no end last time he/they played here; tonight he had 
his guitar stun/phaser on and the effect was, well, pretty 
redeeming. If this is what Chrome were like then I guess I can 
see what the fuss is about. And he even did the Jesus Lizard's 
'TV As Eyes". 

THE FLUID 2-14-91 Berkeley Square, Berkeley 

Standard run-through from Colorado's Fluid, amped-up 
motor city pound, loads of energy, etc. I don't think I ever 
need to see them again. 




THINKING FELLERS UNION photo by Nicole Penegor 


ROYAL TRUX/THINKING FELLERS UNION LOCAL 282/ 
TOILING MIDGETS 2-15-91 6th Street Rendezvous, S.F. 

A "Matador showcase" crawling with Gavin convention 
neatos which actually was a fine night out. So Mark Eitzel 
from American Music Club sings for the reformed Toiling 
Midgets now, what a surprise. They had a drone-like, semi¬ 
hypnotic wail that piqued my interest sporadically but I really 
wasn’t paying attention. Uh, next time. Thinking Fellers did 
it again but played a fairly brief set; I think I've made my 
position on their fine brand of anti-rock known by now. 
Royal Trux were SUPPOSED to open the show but didn't show 
up in time; it was Neil Haggerty on guitar, playing actual riffs 
and not the demonized nightmare fuck-out I expected, Jennifer 
H. stream-of-consciousness-izing & sorta singing every now 
and then—by their 2nd number it was only Stiv Watson & 
Rubin Fiberglass getting flipped off up front for snickering at 
the Trux—and two incidental hubcap-bangers looking very 
bored in the back. Tee hee. 

PAPER TULIPS 2-16-91 Club Chameleon, S.F. 

Tough to coordinate this because of the Flesheaters' 
playing across town but we did it and were more the rich 
because of it. L.A./Long Beach's Paper Tulips were opening 
for two anonymous local bands and pumped out 12-13 songs 
that were so um, likeable that I've been listening to their LP 
constantly since. It's not every band that can take such a 
simple form of punk rock and make it sound so technically 
proficient, lyrically vague, and varied even within the same 
song, and still come out as the band I'd want headlining at my 
next house party. It's got a good beat and you can dance to it. 
When they started playing "Sanitation" I was in a mood for 
singing along (pretty unusual) but they played it at half¬ 
speed, w/ bassist/singer Toast tripping mid-song and 
occasionally neglecting vocal & bass duties. And still I will 
sing their praises. 
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The following reviews are by Grady Runyan- 

RED TRANSISTOR "Not Bite/We're Not Crazy" 
7" 

Not quite sure if this band qualifies as 
"legendary" yet, but no doubt this single is a 
landmark of some kind, if not for the music 
contained on its grooves (which is amazing), then 
for the beginning of the re-issue phase for New 
York/No York obscurities. Barely a footnote in 
most music histories of the city (if mentioned at 
all), Red Transistor's music, if nothing else, proves 
(like that of the Electric Eels) that a history of 
original and influential music and the history of 
recorded music are not one in the same. Rudolph 
Grey, one-half of the band's creative force, is a 
vastly un- documented guitarist whose raw, 
turbulent, virtually boundless style is only now 
beginning to see the light of day on vinyl. Von Lmo, 
the band's other anti-genius, is by most most 
accounts an even greater musical primitive whose 
work has likewise been popularly ignored and 
suppressed. 

To sum the band's history, Red Transistor 
formed after the dissolution of Grey and Lmo's 
destructive music/theater aggregation, Why 
You...Murder Me, a combination of harsh, 
improvised musicianship and systematic (more so 
than random) violence and destruction, with 
aspirations to the spirituality of 60's jazz. Perhaps 
a link (chronologically and otherwise) between 
early Suicide and early Contortions, Why 
You...Murder Me disbanded after two years (1974- 
75) of few gigs and little response. The band was 
then resurrected as Red Transistor in September of 
'77, as an audience and gig opportunities formed. 
Alan Suicide got them a deal with Red Star, but 
after the single was recorded, the band imploded, 
nixing plans for a full LP (despite rumours, it was 
never recorded; however a pre-Red Star demo 
was), and stalling the release of the single, until 
now. Grey and Von Lmo went on to pursue seperate 
(non-) musical experiments as the No Wave 
blossomed, most of them short-lived, 
underdocumented, and completely essential. 

As for the music at hand here, it too is 
completely essential, a manic Sister Ray/Electric 
Eels hybrid that is as desperate as they come. The 
format seems slightly more structured than Why 
You..., with both Grey and Lmo contributing one 
pre-written song each, but the simple structures 
make allowances for improvisation and random 
happenings. Grey's guitar sound seems descended 
from White Light/White Heat-era Reed, with 
staccato bursts of tube-amp electricity amid 
fizzled and fuzzed two-chord repititions. The 



addition of organ (side one) and noisy electronics 
and second guitar (side two) coupled with murky 
production make this single the surging sonic mass 
Red Transistor must have been live, powered by 
Mark Edmands' relentless drumming. The vocals 
range from blunt short-subject observation to 
shouts of endless repitition; truly emotional and 
insightful redundance. 

"Not Bite" is Grey's composition, and features 
his vocals; supposedly the band's epic, known to 
reach the 20-minute mark during performances, it 
is here represented in much shorter form, and thus 
appears less an exorcising mantra than a prolonged 
shock treatment. The lyrics are obscure and for the 
most part unintelligible (an excerpt appears on the 
back cover), and their power thus comes from their 
pained delivery. It is hard to imagine even a 10- 
minute version at the pace Edmands keeps; surely it 
must have been variable during the longer 
renderings. When length and volume are part of the 
message, an abridged version elicits a completely 
different effect (imagine watching a 30-minute 
version of Sleepl : thus a short blast instead of a 
lengthy voyage. 

"We're Not Crazy" blurts Lmo on the flip, and 
though I hardly believe him, I appreciate his tongue- 
in-cheek assessment of the Red Transistor ethos. 
"Crazy" is cut from the same mold as "Not Bite"; 
that is, simple, pounding, and aggresive. It emerges 
as the more driven and intense of the two, 
propelled by a two-note riff that is lost in a sea of 
electric chaos for most of the song, only to 
reappear at certain intervals to give some 
sembalance of structure. The "lyrics", written and 
sung by Lmo, are merely angry repititions of the 
song's title, and become jarringly surreal through 
sheer redundancy and the juxtaposition of the 
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obviously deranged music. Comparisons to Dave E.'s 
child-nightmares are certainly warranted. 

What is left after listening to Red Transistor is a 
feeling of regret that more of Grey and Lmo's work 
is not readily available. These two songs provide 
merely a glimpse into what they must have been 
capable of achieving-fascinating and intense, 
simultaneously focused and loosely structured, if 
not topically "difficult" and "noisy" (do these 
words mean anything anymore?). Perserverence 
will prove rewarding in this case; buy this single 
and cast your vote for more. (Ecstatic 
Peace/Forced Exposure) 

CHROME "Alien Soudtracks/Half Machine Lip 
Moves" CD 

What we have here are the second and third 
(respectively) Chrome LP's, originally issued on 
Siren Records in 1978-9, available for consumption 
just in time (if not a little overdue) to remind us of 
how little the subsequent machine-punk bands of the 
80's actually achieved. While just one listen to 
either of these albums will prove conclusively the 
debt that Big Black and their descendents (i.e.-a 
good portion of the Touch & Go catalogue: Arsenel, 
Flour, Rapeman) certainly owe to the music of Mr. 
Edge and Mr. Creed, repeated listenings bear out 
how little they actually appear to have picked up on. 
Sure, the terrific heights of anger and oppression 
that Big Black occasionally achieved is hard to 
match, but Chrome's musical and lyrical 

inventiveness and their penchant for altering 

sounds and styles in mid-flight seem to have fallen 
on deaf ears. Not that I'm asking for mimicry 

(Arsenal does a pretty damn good job at that 

occasionally), but shouldn't such creativity inspire 
more of the same? 

I think what I like most about this band is how 
they can sound like a great snotty 60's/70's garage 
band part of the time. I mean let's face it. Chrome 
is ultimately a garage band, in the same unorthodox 
fashion as the Electric Eels before them and Pussy 
Galore afterward. Both albums open in this fashion- 
trashy (human) drums, three-chord arrangements, 
and nasty singing that certainly evokes Dave E. But 
if you leave the room for a second during "TV As 
Eyes" you may return thinking someone switched 
records on you, because after two minutes the song 
takes a (seemingly) 180-degree turn toward 
TG/Cabs doom synth drone, hypnotic, synthetic, 
repetitive. As the "song" grows increasingly 
spacey, Creed's sub-metal guitar riffing creeps in, 
and suddenly visions of Hawkwind ("Space Ritual"- 
era) come to mind. It's all in the course of three 
minutes, and by now you can't help but ask yourself 
what the hell it is you're listening to. 

Now I’m not one to object to schizophrenic 


songwriting, which is what Chrome seems to 
celebrate; imagine new sounds and ideas that occur 
so fast that they supplant their predecessors 
before allowing ^them to come to their natural 
conclusions. At their most ambitious, Chrome's 
structures are as abrupt as a Burroughs cut-up; at 
the least, they validate British industrialist noise¬ 
making of the same period in a distinctly American 
garage-rock way. By this I mean industrial 
comparisons aside (note especially the similarity 
between Creed's guitar and that of early Caberet 
Voltaire; waves of thin sheetmetal that seem more 
generated by disused electronics than blown tube 
amps, this sound looms especially important in the 
concept of sound as a style, rather than the two 
being forever seperate), Chrome seems to be part 
of a lineage that began with the electronic/garage 
rock fusion of Can, Simply Saucer and even 
Hawkwind. 

Alien Soundtracks appears the more "spacey" of 
the two albums (both are available on one CD), with 
"Nova Feedback" especially recalling Cab Voltaire, 
and "All Data Lost" an update of Hawkwind's 
"Angels Of Death". As far as subject matter, both 
LP's tend toward science-fiction nightmares, 
complete with visions of androids and cyborgs 
comprising a post-Orwellian future. The pop- 
culture infused Soundtracks also speaks of 
technology present; is television programming flesh 
and blood to be the droids of tomorrow ("The 
Monitors")? In Chrome's world, the present and 
future are inextricably tied, creating a timeless 
state of helplessness and subordination. 

Half Machine proceeds differently; after the 
metamorphasis of "TV As Eyes" to "Zombie 
Warfare" and back to "March Of The Chrome 
Police", the music alternately grinds, glides, 
scrapes, and surges along, a fascinating electronic 
spew that only occasionally allows you something 
familiar to grab onto. Breaks between songs seem 
non-existant, and cadences within songs often 
occur. 

Thus, the repellent effect that Chrome achieves 
seems much more intelligent than that of the bands 
that followed in its wake (is this not always the 
case?). The persist ant listener will hopefully find 
finely focused anger and uncertainty in Chrome's 
dizzying electric product; fascinating and downright 
scary stuff that should not be missed. (Touch N' 
Go) 

SEND RECORDS TO: 
SUPERDOPE 

520 Frederick Street, Box 33 
San Francisco, CA 94117 
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